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He hurried away. 

He found Thomas near the 
river. Everyone was glad to see 
him, and the passengers 
thanked him for coming. 

“I'm sorry I was rude,” said 
Thomas, as Percy helped him 
back to the Shed. “That tank 
of mine turned me into a bigger drip than we expected, didn't it? Can we 
be friends again, please?” 


Percy was delighted to agree. 
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FOREWORD 


Drar FRIENDS, 
Over here on the Other Railway we are used to High- 


Speed Trains, and know how useful they can be. But 
when Gordon first heard of them he began boasting 
about how fast he could go. He should have known 


better, because he only landed himself in disgrace and 
These stories tell how hard 


made the Fat Controller cross. 
Gordon worked to redeem himself and make the Fat 


Controller think again. 
THE AUTHOR 
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High-Speed Gordon 


DonaLD was excited. 

“The diesels at yon 
Wurrks,” he announced, “say 
chat on the Other Railway 
there are things called High- 
Speed Trains. They have a 


diesel engine at each end, and 


can go at 125 miles an hour.” 

Gordon snorted. 

“An engine at each end,” he said scornfully. “There's only one of me, 
but I bet I can go as fast as those smelly boxes-on-wheels. Probably 
faster,” he added. 

The others said nothing. They had heard Gordon's boasting before. 

Gordon was still bragging the next morning. 

"Speed's nothing to me,” he said. “Why, one of my Doncaster cousins 


went at 125 miles an hour. P'll show these diesels a ching or two, just you 
wait and see.” 


He puffed grandly towards 
the station. 

Gordon normally pulled the 
Express, though Henry, James 
or Bear helped if Gordon was 
ill or away. 

Many visitors came to see 


the Fat Controller's Railway. 
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They often used the Express, so 
¡e was usually full and heavy. 
There had been frost during 
che night, and now the weather 
was wet and sleety. Sleet settled 
on the rails making an icy film 


across their surface. 


The carriages of the Express 
stood under the cover of the station roof, but when Gordon was coupled to 
chem his cab and front end stood outside. 

He grew colder and colder as he waited for the Guard to blow his whistle 
and wave his green flag. 

“Come on,” he shivered impatiently. “Let's get started.” 

Ar last Gordon heard the whistle. 

“Come on, come on, comeoncomeoncomeon!” he shouted, as he tried to 
pull away quickly. 

But his wheels slipped on the icy rails. The sudden movement made 
water in his boiler surge forward, and Gordon's Driver could not shut off 
steam. Gordon moved a yard and slithered to a standstill, held back by the 
heavy train. His wheels spun 
furiously, but neither Gordon 
nor his train budged an inch. 

“Help, help!” wailed 
Gordon despairingly, but 
nobody could. 

Gordon's wheels spun until 


his rods ached, but he could 
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do nothing to stop them. Gordon should know by now 


His Driver tried every trick that he's supposed to move his 

he knew. An Inspe Í És 
d ctor came train too. 

and tried some more, but it Gordon snorted disgustedly, 


was no good. The Fat and with a gasp the whisperer 


Controller came to see what subsided into silence. 


the fuss was about. He said 


several things to Gordon, but 
Gordon was making so much noise that he couldn't hear them. Sparks 
showered from the rails, but Gordon's wheels went on spinning. 

It was a quarter of an hour before Gordon had used up all his steam. 
Reduced pressure allowed the Driver to close the regulator, and with a deep 
sigh of relief Gordon felt his wheels stop turning. The silence was amazing! 

Donald came to take Gordon to the Shed, and Henry came to pull the 
Express. When the train had 
gone, workmen had to replace 
the rails where Gordon had 
been standing, because his 
spinning wheels had worn 
deep grooves in them. 


The Shed was empty. 


Donald tactfully remembered 
another job and left Gordon on his own. But that night Gordon heard a 
whisper from close by. 
“Did you hear,” it hissed, “how Gordon went for a spin today?” 
There was a quiet chuckle. Gordon seethed in silence. 


“High-Speed Engines are all very well,” the whisper went On, “but 
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Smokescreen 


GokDoN was feeling 
'stuffed-up”. “It's the coal, 
Gordon,” explained his 
Fireman. “Tt's clogging up 
your tubes something awful. 
But we'll have to make do 


with it, as there's nothing else.” 


“Why not have a good 
sneeze, Gordon?” suggested Henry, thinking of the time when he had 
punished some boys for dropping stones on him. “That will clear your tubes.” 

“Certainly not,” replied Gordon with dignity. “The Fat Controller 
wouldn't approve. He didn't like your sneeze, ] seem to remember.” 

Next day Gordon was nervous as he backed onto the Express. 

«Ar least T shan't slip today,” he thought, “but 1 suppose chey'1l laugh at 
me again if I don't keep time.” 

He needn't have worried. By the time he reached the Junction he was 
running nicely, and as he approached Edward's station Gordon's Fireman 
began to make up the fire. 

“Let's get a good run at the 
hill while you've got enough 
steam to do it,” he said. “1 
don't trust this low-grade coal.” 

At the station a party of 
wedding guests, all in their 


best clothes, was standing 
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on the platform. As Gordon 
swooshed through, running 
hard for the hill, smoke from 
the newly made fire streamed 
from his funnel. He vanished 
into the distance and left a 
black smokescreen settling 
over the station. lt covered 
everything, wedding guests and all, in a coat of soot and smuts. Waves to 
Gordon became shaking fists, and the wedding party hurried angrily to the 
Stationmaster's office. 

At the end of the line an Inspector came to see Gordon. His message 
from the Fat Controller was short but not sweet. 

“It's not fair,” Gordon 
complained to BoCo. “How 
could 1 help all that smoke? 
It's not my fault the coal is 
so dirty.” 

“Never mind,” BoCo urged 


him encouragingly. “Where 


would 1 be if I got upset every 
time someone called me smelly? Anyhow, soot's good for the garden, my 
Driver says.” 

“But not for new clothes,” muttered Gordon. 

Gordon was extra careful on the way home, but it seemed today wasn't 
his lucky day. 


The Fat Controller had broken a journey to the Other Railway to apologise 
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to the people at Edward's 
station. He had done his bese, 
and was waiting for another 
train when Gordon came by. 
As the Express thundered 
through, a cloud of black flakes 
flew from it and landed on the 
Fat Controller's new top-hat. 

When Gordon reached the Big Station there was another message 
waiting for him. 

“The Fat Controller says,” announced the Inspector, “that Gordon blew 
ashes on his top-hat as he passed Edward's station. 

Gordon was horrified. 

“Wheeeceesh!” he exclaimed 
indignantly. “I did not. Í was 
being extra careful.” 

“Tm sure the Fat Controller 
can't be right,” put in 
Gordon's Fireman. 

“I can't help it,” said the 
Inspector. “That's what he 
says, so there it is. He will speak to Gordon when he gets home.” 

Gordon went sadly back to the Shed. 
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Fire Escape 


“Driver says the Fat 
Controller's coming home 
tomorrow,” said James a week 
after Gordon's bad day. 


Gordon grunted. He wasn't 


anxious to see the Fat Controller. 


“I must do well today,” he 


said to himself as he waited to 


start the Express. “A good run today might help, if the Fat Controller hears 


about it.” 


Things did not begin well, though. Thanks to a last-minute passenger 


they were late starting, which meant that Gordon missed his path at the 


Junction, and was delayed there too. 


But with a clear run after that, they flashed through Edward's station, 


going splendidly. They were halfway up the hill when there was a clatter 


beneath Gordon's cab. Suddenly he felt a blast of cold air in his middle, as if 


there were a gap between his boiler and cab. 


“Ooooof!” he gasped. 
“What's happened?” 

The Fireman looked at his 
fire: there was a gaping hole 
in the middle, where the 
firebars had collapsed and 
a large part of the fire had 
disappeared. 
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“You've lost part of your 
fire, Gordon,” the Fireman 
explained. “What a place to 
do it!” 

Already Gordon was feeling 
weaker. Without a full fire his 
steam pressure and speed fell 


quickly. 


But his Driver knew what to do. 
“Find the biggest piece of coal you can, and put it across the hole,” 
he told the Fireman. “That will stop some of the cold air from getting in, 
and we'Il be able to hold steam better. But hurry, or the hill will beat us!” 

The Fireman hurried. A 
large lump of coal lay near the 
front of the tender. Quickly 
he moved it into place with 
his shovel and a long steel bar. 
Gordon felt better at once. 

“Now build the fire gently 
round the edges,” said the 
Driver, and, as the Fireman did so, the Driver adjusted Gordon's controls to 
make the best use of his steam. 

“Right Gordon,” he said when the Fireman had finished. “It's up to yOU: 

Gordon tried his hardest, but it was tough going. 

“] must do it, 1 must do it,” he told himself as he pounded up the hill. 
He had stuck here once before, and was determined not to fail again. 


Poor Gordon was getting very breathless. 
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“I will do it, I will do it,” 
he panted, but he was careful 
not to pant too loudly in case 
he blew away what was left of 
his fire. He shut his eyes and 
struggled on. 


Ar last Gordon felt that the 


slope was easier to climb. 
Cautiously he opened one eye: yes, he was nearly at the top. 

“T've done it, P've done it,” 
he gasped triumphantly. 

The Fireman wiped his brow. 

“That was splendid, 
Gordon,” he said, “and now 
you deserve a rest.” 

A Signalman turned them 
into a goods loop, and 
telephoned the Works for a pilot engine to be prepared. While they waited, 
the passengers got out and told Gordon what a Useful Engine he was. 

BoCo was at the Works 
to help, and the two engines 
finished the journey without 
further trouble. At the end of 
the line the Fat Controller was 
waiting for them. To Gordon's 


Surprise, he was smiling. 


“Thank you, BoCo,” he said, 
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Gordon Proves His Point 


Onxu day Gordon reached the 
Big Station on the Mainland 
to find the platform crowded. 

“Tes a railtour,” explained 
his Driver. “Going along the 
coast line to Carlisle, I think.” 

The Srationmaster came up. 

“Can you help?” he asked. 
“These railtour people are stuck because their train has failed. Could Gordon 
take them in his train, please?” 

Gordon's driver laughed. 

“You'1l have to hold him back, eh Gordon?” he said. “But you need the 
Fat Controller's permission — and what about our return train?” 

The Fat Controller agreed at once. Then the Stationmaster rang the Shed. 

“What can you substitute for Gordon's Express?” he asked. 

“There's the High-Speed 
Train that came yesterday,” 
they suggested. “It's only got 
one power-car working, but it 
should keep the Fat 
Controller's timing.” 


Philippa (she preferred Pip 


for short) and Emma were 
delighted to stand in for Gordon. Pip's cooling system was faulty, which 


made her hot and bothered, but Emma didn't mind doing all the work. 
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“and thank you, Gordon, for a splendid effort. lam pleased with your work 


today, though certain ... - ahem .. . other things leave much...” 
p 


But just then a whistle blew, and the Fat Controller had to hurry to his 


carriage. Once again poor Gordon was left in suspense. 
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They felt honoured to visit 
the Fat Controller's Railway. 
James, following a little 
later with a stopping train, 

was surprised when the 
Signalman at the station 
beyond the Works came up. 


“That High-Speed Diesel's 


failed.” he said. “Go gently until you reach it, push it to the next loop, and 
, : 


then go round in front to pull it home. 


“Phew!” remarked James. “But w hat about the Express passengers? They 


won't want to make our stops. 


“Too bad,” said the Signalman. “Better that way than your people 


missing their stations.” 
James found the failed train about two miles in front. He pushed it to 


the next station, and then got ready to pull. 
“Pm sorry 1 can't help,” 
apologised Emma, who was 
in front, “but we are special 
lightweight coaches.” 


“That's lucky,” said 


James, who was already 


feeling puffed. But he 


found it easier than he 
expected: once the train was moving the coaches followed smoothly. As for 
che passengers, if they wondered about the extra stops, they didn't complain. 


The Fat Controller met them. 
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“Tm sorry we're late, Sir,” 
said James. 

“Thats all right, James,” 
said the Fat Controller. “P'm 
pleased with you — you have 
saved an Awkward Situation. 
Now, please make Pip and 
Emma welcome in the Shed 
while l arrange their journey home.” 

The other engines were quiet at first, but they soon found the diesels 
friendly, and before long they were all laughing together. James was glad 
Gordon was away — he might, he thought, so easily have said something to 
upset them. 

Gordon came home the next day. The Fat Controller forgave him for his 
smokescreen, and said that he was sorry for thinking his spoiled top-hat had 
been Gordon's fault. It had, he explained, been a steward emptying an 
ashtray from a carriage window. 

“Now, Gordon,” he continued, “while you were in Carlisle we borrowed 


a High-Speed Train. This has failed, and I want you to take her passengers 


“Show them how we do 
things, eh?” 

“I certainly will,” promised 
Gordon. 

“Right,” said Gordon's 
Driver as they backed towards 


che train. “Today, Gordon my 
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home.” He paused and smiled. 
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lad, you can have the run of 
your life.” 

He did, too. 

Douglas was waiting to 
pull Pip and Emma home 
when Gordon passed. 


“Poop, poop, poop,” 


whistled Gordon proudly, and 
with a swish and a roar he was gone. Pip and Emma watched enviously. 


Douglas chuckled. 
“Och,” he said to himself, “yon Gordon's aye a High-Speed Engine, but 


its me who's pulling the High-Speed Train.” 
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Trucks and Trouble 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with illustrations by 


CLIVE SPONG 
FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 
Trucks are silly things. They rattle, bang and chatter 
to each other so much that they can never hear what their 


engine says. Even if they did, they probably wouldn't 


take any notice. They pushed Mavis into a lorry, and that 
made extra work for Toby and Percy while she was being 


mended. 
But on the other hand, perhaps they're not all bad — 
after all, they did teach Bulstrode a lesson. See what you 


think. 
THE AUTHOR 
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Mavis and the Lorry 


Maavis is a diesel engine 
belonging to the Ffarquhar 
Quarry Company. She is in 
charge of the stone trucks at 
the Quarry, and when Toby is 
busy or there are too many 
trucks for him to manage by 


himself, she is allowed to 


bring a loaded train down to Efarquhar. She enjoys this, because the journey 


gives her a chance to stretch her wheels. Besides, she sometimes finds it dull 


up at the Quarry with no one to talk to but trucks. 


For most of the way the 
line runs beside a road. Mavis 
is always very careful, especially 
at the place where Thomas 
once had an argument with a 
policeman. Á road crosses the 
line here, and though there 


are warning signs, some of the 


cars and lorries come round the corner much too fast. They make Mavis nervous. 


“There'1l be an accident one day,” Mavis's Driver often says as they pass 


the place, and she feels sure he is right. 


One day Mavis was late: the trucks had been in all the wrong places, and 


she had had to waste time sorting them out. 


As she came down the line, she felt them surge against her. 
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“Stop pushing,” she growled at the misbehaving trucks. 

They neared the crossing and Mavis saw a lorry coming towards them. 

“He'll stop when he sees us,” 
she thought. 

But she couldn't know the 
lorry driver was new to the 
Island: the last thing he 
expected to see was a train. 

Much too fast, the lorry 
approached the corner. Too 
late the driver realised it was sharper than he expected. He swerved, and at 
that moment he saw Mavis halfway across the road. He braked hard and 
swung the steering wheel, but he was too late. The lorry's front bumper just 
caught Mavis's cowcatcher, and the lorry left the road and skidded into a 
ditch. With a loud crash it fell onto its side. 

Mavis, who had already stopped, watched in horror. 

“Quch!” she exclaimed. “That hurt!” 

“I didn't push him over,” 
frame! 2 uesrear She cried in alarm. 

Her Driver laughed and 
jumped down. 

“No one's blaming you,” 
he said, “but I hope the lorry 


driver is all right.” 


The lorry's right-hand door 
was deep in the ditch, but now a figure could be seen struggling to climb 


out at the other side. Mavis's Driver went to help. 
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“Is that a train?” the man 
demanded. 
Mavis's Driver laughed, 
“It certainly ¡s,” he said. 
“You must be new on the 
Island, not to have seen us 
before.” 


Mavis's front was bent, but 


she wasn't badly hurt. Her owner sent her to be mended, and asked the Fat 
Controller if he could borrow Toby while she was away. 
“What about the trucks down here, Sir?” Toby asked anxiously. 
The Fat Controller nodded. 
“Pm afraid ¡it will mean 
more work for you, Percy,” 
he said, “but Toby's sideplates 
make him the only engine 
who can go up there. You 
remember what happened 
to Thomas, don't you?” 


And with that they had to be content. 
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Toby"s Seaside Holiday 


Thr Fat Controller first met 
Toby and Henrietta a long 
time ago, when he was on 
holiday in East Anglia. Later, 
when their line was closed, 
the Fat Controller heard about 


what had happened and 


brought them to Sodor. 

Before that Toby had worked at a harbour with several of his brothers. 
The harbour had been busy, and the engines were kept bustling about, but 
Toby never really had a chance to exercise his pistons properly until he had 
his own line to run on. 

One day, Toby was resting 
alone in the Shed at Ffarquhar. 
Earlier, Percy had been 
talking about the harbour at 
Knapford. Toby remembered 
the old days, when he had 


worked at a harbour too. 
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“I'm too old now to dash 
about like 1 did then,” he thought. “Backwards and forwards all day long 
between the harbour and the big station, with never any chance of a 
holiday. But I did go to the seaside once,” he remembered. “For a while, at 
any rate.” 


His Driver and Fireman had been so excited when they came to work one day. 
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“We've beca promisida “Lots of extra trains, and 
trip to the seaside,” eva visitors. 1 expect you'll be able 
“What do you mean)” to stand on the long carriage 
asked Toby. siding.” 
“There's a seaside village They soon reached the 
near here,” explained the seaside station, where the 


Driver, “where they have a Stationmaster came out to 


Festival each year. Lots of 


meet them. He was surprised 
people come to it, and one of the organisers thinks it would be a good idea to see Toby. He stared, frowned, and went away shaking his head. 
to have a display of engines at the station as an extra attraction. And you, Next day, Toby was excited. He woke up early and saw the sea sparkling 
Toby, are to be one of them.” 


in the distance. White birds 
Toby went to the Shed at the Big Station. He was given new paint, a new 


wheeled and swooped 
bell, and his brasswork was 


overhead, making loud 
polished until his Driver 


mewing noises. 
could see himself in it. “I wonder what those birds 
You haven't looked so could be?” thought Toby. “My 
smart for years,” he said. “1 


Driver's sure to know. 1'll ask 
nearly didn't recognise you!” 


him when he gets here.” 
They set out for the 


But his crew arrived looking glum. 


Junction where the branch 


“It's all off, Toby,” his Driver told him. “They say there's nowhere for you 
line to the village began. As they arrived, a train came in from the branch. E 2 Y 1. 58Y y 
: to stand. 
The engine was younger than Toby, but he was dirty, his rods clanked, and s ] qe ES ; : 
But what's wrong with here?” wailed Toby. “l'm not in anybody's way 
steam leaked from everywhere. | pe 
; y where lam at the moment! 
“The poor engine!” said Toby. “Can 1 help pull his next train to the e ¿e : e 
; It's just an excuse, I reckon,” said Toby's Driver, lowering his voice. 
seaside, please?” ño F ; A . 5 
as ; a o The real trouble is, you're too smart, Toby — they're afraid you'll show 
ne Srationmaster agreed, so Toby wa . : , 
: Al : “Ned their branch line up! 
“Festival time is the best time of the year,” the other engine explaine Pp 


Just then a door banged. Toby jumped. 
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“Wake up, Toby,” smiled 
his Driver. “Time to get back 
to work.” 

Toby sighed as he moved 
from the Shed. 

“Well, I did get to the 


seaside,” he murmured, “even 


p 
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if it wasn't for long. 


But I think the Fat Controller would have managed all that Festival 


business much better. 
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you trucks where you should 
be? How can I be loaded if you 
dawdle about up there, eh?” 
“There's no engine, and we 
can only go where we're put,” 
retorted the trucks crossly. 
“You're in the wrong place, 


not us.” 


“But Toby can't...” began Percy. 
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Bulstrode 


A few days later Percy 

was shunting in the Yard 

at Ffarquhar when the 

Srationmaster came up. 
“Leave those trucks please, 

Percy,” he said. “There's an 

emergency down at the 


Harbour — the Fat Controller 


wants you to go and sort it out straight away.” 


“Never mind that,” the Stationmaster said. “The Fat Controller needs you 
double quick. Leave us to worry about the shunting.” 

He hurried away to make the arrangements. 

Bulstrode was a barge, used for carrying stone. He was a disagreeable 
barge: nothing was ever right for him, and he grumbled unceasingly. 
Trucks grumble too, but they weren't a patch on Bulstrode. 


“Come on, come on,” shouted Bulstrode rudely one morning. “Why aren't 
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They argued for some time, 
but it made no difference. 
Bulstrode was in the wrong 
place, and he was not due to 
leave until the next day, but 
he wasn't going to let a little 
thing like that stop him 


complaining. 


When Percy arrived, Bulstrode was sulking and the trucks were annoyed 


with him. 


“Our stone is for Bulstrode,” they said. “Please put us Into the siding so 


thar we can load him up and be rid of him as soon as possible.” 
The line slopes down to the 
Harbour. Percy pulled the 
trucks a little way up the hill, 
clear of the points. As he 
stopped, one of the trucks” 
brakes slipped on. When 
Percy began to push, the 


trucks started with a jerk, and 


d speed. 


a coupling broke. Four loose trucks, heavy with stone, gathere 


“Help, help!” they wailed. : 
A shunter bravely tried to stop them, but only broke his pole. The trucks 


: A at the end. 
rattled along the quay, straight towards Bulstrode, unsuspecting, at € 
> € S ing. 
Bulstrode heard a rattle and a shout or two, but he could see nothing 
¡ A ks 
The first he knew of anything wrong was when four loaded stone true 


shot, one by one, off the end of the quay to bury themselves in his hold. 
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“Ooooof!” he exclaimed, but anything else was lost in a gurgle as the 
trucks burst a hole in his hull and water began to pour in. 

Bulstrode experienced an 
awful sinking feeling. 

“Save me!” he spluttered. 
“P'm drowning.” 

But Bulstrode didn't 
drown. As chance would have 


it, che tide was out, so he did 


not go right under the water. 
The trucks were upset at losing some of their friends, but were very little 
bothered about Bulstrode. 

“Nothing but a nuisance, he was,” they said to each other, “always 
barging in and moaning about not being loaded fast enough.” 

They sniggered. 

“This time he got his load faster then he bargained for — serves him right 
if you ask us.” 

Percy was kept busy for some time afterwards, clearing up the mess. 
When the remains of the trucks had been lifted out of the water he 
took them to the scrapyard 
while workmen rescued what 
stone they could. 

As for Bulstrode, when 
everything else had been 
cleared, his remains were 


towed to a nearby beach 


where they could do no harm. 
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Now children play happily 
among the wreckage: ¡f 
Bulstrode is still grumbling, 
as I expect he is, the 


children take no notice. 
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Toby Takes the Road 


W/hiLE Percy was away, 
Terence had done all the 
: . o RE a. ' j 
shunting in the Yard. AT de 
“Adaptable,” he boasted. ¡ : 
“That's what my Owner says 
Lam — go anywhere, do 


anything, that's me. You take 


my advice and scrap your 
rails. Broaden your outlook, like me.” 

“Pooh!” said Percy. “Me, plough a field! 1 prefer to stay on my rails, 
chank you.” 

“Steam engines really did plough, once upon a time,” Terence chuckled. 
“And ran on roads.” 


The engines remembered Trevor, and had to admit that Terence was right 


about that. 
Repairs to Mavis took longer than expected, and Toby became used to 


trundling off to the Quarry each morning. 

Because of Toby's small 
watercank, his Driver and 
Fireman had arranged with 
che Quarry Manager that they 
should bring loaded trucks 
down to Ffarquhar at 
lunchtime instead of later in 


the day. This saved time too, 
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for Toby would otherwise have needed an extra journey to fill his watertank. “Whoa there, Toby,” said his Driver at once, and put on the brakes as hard 
or Ta C S 
This way, he delivered the trucks and got water in one visit. as he dared. Shakily Toby stopped with all six wheels firmly on the roadway. 
Time passed, and the weather became colder, with hard frosts during Oh dear,” he said, looking at the grass verge in front of him. “Now what 
the night. They didn't worry do we do?” 


Toby. His fire kept him nice His Fireman jumped down. 


A 
" » € V € a ye ” í 
PI and warm, and he puffed No problem,” he said. 
4: f 
E aid z ; “ur 
UN happily to and fro, arranging With care we can have you 
A 
N] -ks, taking them down ¡ls ¡ ¡ » 
: S the trucks, taking back on the rails in no time. 
A . A 
y 1e Yard and bringing back de ? O 
¡ to tl ¿ 81mg I don't see how,” said Toby 
Ñ 
Ñ mpty ones. 
RENE UN Su empty sadly. 
A TE | One night it was especially 


Directed by the Fireman, 


cold. The ground froze, and even Toby felt chilly. 


the Driver carefully reversed 
«Brrrr!” he shivered as he left the Shed and set out along the line towards 


Toby along the ruts his wheels had just made. At last, with a thud and a 


che Quarry. jolt, Toby felt the rails safely bencath his wheels once more. 


zes it ; ds 
When the ground freeze He heaved a sigh of relief. 


swells. At the road crossing “Well done, Toby,” said his 


Mbs Mais Bad bad he Fireman. “Pl! spread a few hot 


accident, the frost had swollen 
ashes from your fire along 


the earch in the ruts beside 
there so that it doesn't happen 


the rails so much that Toby's 
again. Then we can get safely 


wheels were lifted off the 


y . up to the Quarry, and no one 
track. There was a crunching Ea EE 
, E will be any the wiser. 
noise, a rumbling, and Toby began to shudder. He was horrified. 


But th “koned without 
“Qooer!” he exclaimed. “What's happening?” A 


“The line h dstheiQ beto a S the Fat Controller. When Mavis was home after being mended he came to 
he line here curves away towards the Quarry, but Toby, wi 


d z ; S see the engines. 
guide his wheels round, simply went straight on. 8 


Toby was not going fast “What's this I hear, Toby?” he asked. “Trying to be a traccion engine, 
oby w y fast. 


were you?” 


MOS 
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Toby blushed, but the Fat 
Controller wasn't cross. Toby 
told him about Terence. 

The Fat Controller laughed. 
“If I were you,” he said, “1 
should leave the roads to what 
they were made for. You stay 


on the rails — you'll find them 


much more comfortable for a Tram Engine like you. 


Toby was quick to agree. 
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Thomas and the Twins 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with ¡llustrations by 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

Bill and Ben keep asking if they can be in a book 
again. Well, in Cornwall during 1988, I met Bill and 
Ben's twins and talked to the Driver of one of them at 
Par. He set me thinking, and this is the resule: ¡four 
china clay twins enjoy being in a book again, they should 
thank him not me. 1 hope you will enjoy the stories too. 

THE AUTHOR 


«all 
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Serambled Eggs 


“Tr bridge across the river 
needs repair,” the Fat 
Controller told the engines. 

“I shall have to make a weight 
limit across it for a while. 
Percy and Daisy will be all 
right, and Toby too, but 
Thomas is too heavy .. .” 
Thomas looked anxi0us. 

“Would you like to go and help Edward?” suggested the Fat Controller. 
“Can Annie and Clarabel come?” asked Thomas. 

The Fat Controller shook his head. 


“They'1l be needed here, 'm afraid,” he said. “Daisy can't carry all your 


passengers on her own.” 

Percy promised to look after Annie and Clarabel, but they were sorry to 
see Thomas go. 

"To cheer Thomas up, Edward took him to see Bill and Ben, the twin 
engines who lived at the china 
clay harbour. 

“Oh dear, not another blue 
engine,” said Bill cheekily. 
“Firse Edward, then Donald 
and Douglas and now...” 
“Don't forget Gordon,” 


interrupted Ben. 
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“He came here once, by mistake, so he said. I don't think he enjoyed it 
much,” he added innocently. 

The twins both chuckled, remembering. 

“No, but seriously Edward,” said Bill, “why doesn't the Fat Controller 
paint engines a proper colour 
— like us, for instance?” 

Thomas let off steam 
indignantly. 

“Let me tell you... .” he 
began. 


“All right, you two,” 


laughed Edward. “Go and 
move those trucks, or there won't be room for any more.” 

Bill and Ben, unabashed, went off happily. 

“You just don't have to take them too seriously,” explained Edward. 

Thomas smiled ruefully. 

“I wish I knew how you deal with them,” he said. 

Near the harbour the line 
crossed a lane. The crossing 
had no gates. The lane led to 
a farm which supplied food 
to the shops in the town. 

One morning, the farmer 


had difficulty starting his lorry. 


He did it at last, but the lorry 


jerked along in fits and starts. The farmer was worried about his load of 


milk and butter and eggs. 
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nar muiK echa a ) ers es > ed to hi self as he 
I t trer soon, he mutter m 
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r , level crossing. 

neared che level « ¿ oa 3 
he 1 lurched across the rails. The back wheels were just clear when 
The lorry lurchca e 


a noise like a t1réc 


ver the railway line: 


The back of the lorry 


¡ le I sheep and stopped. 
its engine mac 


was still jutting OUt O 


The farmer struggled to 
stare it again, but it would 
not go. He had just got down 
to telephone for help when he 
heard a train approaching. 

Thomas wasn't going fast. 


When he saw the lorry he set 


his brakes hard, but he 


with a loud crash. 


couldn't stop. He hit the lorry 


The force of the blow spun che lorry around. Sp 
butter and milk were catapulted over Thomas. 


lintered wood flew 


everywhere and eg8S, 
“Ugh!” he exclaimed, and stopped. 


“Look at my poor old lorry,” said the farmer, coming out from behind the 


hedge where he had been sheltering. “What a way to make an omelette.” 
The Driver made sure 
Thomas wasn't hurt, then 
stood back and surveyed the 
mess. He began to laugh. 
“I''s not funny,” said 
Thomas crossly. An egg yolk 
trickled down his nose, and 


burst on his buffer. 
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“You're not standing where 
I am,” said his Driver. “You 
look just like a scrambled 
egg, Thomas.” 

“If a scrambled egg feels as 
sticky and wet as I do, then 


it's very uncomfortable,” said 


Thomas. “Please clean me.” 
Both his Driver and his Fireman tried hard, but the heat of Thomas's 
boiler had cooked the eggs, and they were stuck. 
“Sorry, Thomas,” said his Driver at last. “We can't block the line any 
longer. We shall have to go on.” 
At the end of the line, 
Thomas was taken to Bill and 
Ben's yard to be cleaned. The 
twins were there. 
“What's chis?” asked Ben. 
“Must be a new engine.” 
said Bill. 


Ben inspected the arrival. 

“No, Bill,” he said. “That's not a new engine. T's Thomas.” 

“But it's our colour, Ben, and Thomas doesn't think our colour is proper 
for an engine.” 

They heard a grinding noise. 

“Are your joints stiff, Bill?” asked Ben. 


But it wasn't Bill's joints — it was Thomas, gnashing his teech. 


—113— 


e THOMAS AND THE TWINS A QA 


a ro IA IMAS T TANK EN a w COLLECTION 
Ñ « ENGINE: HE NEW 
THOM AN 


“No,” Bill whispered, “but they might if we were Thomas.” 
5 o? ms . % 
What a Picture. The Twins thought this a huge joke. It was lucky that Edward and 
Thomas weren't there to hear it. 


ime to clean : E , 
Lr took a long time to € At last the day came, and the Drivers and Firemen agreed to give the 


Thomas properly, and the 
"Twins kept teasing him until 
Edward told them to stop. 

“A party of railway 
enthusiasts is Coming soon,” 
he said. “I shan't bring them 
unless you behave.” ques q 

Bill and Ben were excited. Enthusiasts always made a fuss of them a 
took their photographs. 

“When?” they squeaked. 

Edward smiled, and winked at Thomas. 

“Next week,” he said, “but not if you don't behave.” 

Bill and Ben promised that they would. 

“Ir is next week?” they asked Thomas each morning. á 

Thomas enjoyed keeping the twins in suspense: “Next week never comes, 
he would answer mysteriously. 

Bill and Ben weren't 
worried; they kept urging 
cheir crews to polish them. 

“What's che hurry?” the 
men laughed. “Those 
enthusiasts aren't going to €at 


their breakfasts off you, yOU 


know.” 


LA 


SS 


engines an extra polish. They were sparkling when Thomas arrived with 


the special train. 

Many of the enthusiasts had 
notebooks, and almost all had 
cameras. Bill and Ben didn't 
know which way to look, but 
they loved all the attention 
they were getting. 

Then the visitors queued up 


for a ride in either Bill or 


Ben's cab. Their cabs were low, and several visitors forgot to duck, but they 


didn't seem to mind. 


The enthusiasts' visit was almost over when a shunter came running up 


with a message. 


“A ship needs moving before the 


as 


MR 


tide goes down,” he said. “One of you see 


to it, please.” Ben went at 
once, and most of the visitors 
went too, to watch. 

Only one man stayed. He 
had a camera which took 
“instant” pictures. 

“Just one more,” he kept 


saying. Even Bill tired of him. 
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d his camera to a tripod and pointed it at Bill. ; 
All it showed was a cloud of steam, with, very dimly, Bill's funnel at the 


top. He showed it to Bill. 


The photographer screwe 
“This is it,” he chortled. “What a picture. 


Ben's Fireman ran up. 


What a picture!” 7 : 
NR - 1” remarked : 
» he said. “The ship's g01Mg aground, and he can't move Bill, to no one in particular. 


“Ben needs help, 


<= y iton his own.” 

“Righc, Bill,” said his Driver. 
“We can't wait any longer.” 

He turned a tap, and with a 
hiss and a roar Bill vanished in 
a cloud of steam. At that 
moment, the photographer 


pressed the button. 


When the steam cleared, Bill was hurrying off to help his twin. 

The photographer peeled the cover from his instant picture, looked at it 
and threw it down in disgust. 

Quickly the engines were coupled together. 

“When l say heave, heave,” instructed Ben. “One, two, three, HEAVE!” 

“Come on, come on,” puffed the engines. The cable tightened and 
stretched. 

At last, with a shudder, 
che ship slid off the mud. 
Towed by the engines, it 
glided out into the deeper 
water of the harbour. 

Bill's Driver found the 


discarded photograph on the 


ground by the rails. 
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Trevor Helps Out 


answered it, then hurried out to see Trevor. 


“Trevor the Traction Engine 
was feeling depressed. He 
couldn't breathe properly. 
“Your boiler needs fixing,” 
said his owner, the Vicar, “but 
I can't afford it at present.” 
One morning the Vicarage 


telephone rang. The Vicar 


“You may be a bit under the weather, but you can manage this,” he said. 


“The farmer has a tree down and wants you to saw it up for him. 


When Trevor had steam, they went to the farm and set to work in a field 


near the railway. 


Thomas passed by with Edward's coaches. He whistled cheerfully. 


Edward liked trucks, and had been delighted to let Thomas have his 


coaches for a while. 


When Edward passed later that morning, he was pulling trucks with a 


sort of tent over them. These 
were specially for carrying 
china clay — the men called 
them “hoods”. 

“Why “hoods'?” Thomas 
had asked Bill and Ben. 


“The hoods are those things 


like tents,” explained Bill. 
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“They keep the clay dry,” added Ben. “Wet clay goes in tanks.” 

But to Trevor they were simply trucks. He was enjoying himself — the 
only thing he liked better than sawing logs was giving rides to children. 
He chuntered happily as the pile of logs beside him grew. 

Edward returned with some 
empty trucks. As he passed 
the place where Trevor was 
working, the line seemed to 
wobble under him. 

“That feels like a loose rail,” 


he thought. “We'd better tell 


the maintenance people.” 

At the Harbour Edward exchanged the empty trucks for full ones and set 
off for the Junction again. 

Trevor dozed. The wind 
had dropped, and it was 
comfortable in the autumn 
sunshine. It seemed no time 
at all before he heard Edward 
coming back. 

Trevor whistled a cheerful 
greeting. He was watching 
Edward, and so did not see one of the trucks, six from the end, sink, jump 
and shudder, at just the spot where Edward had felt a weakness in the line 
that morning. 

Sparks flew, a truck wheel jammed and a coupling broke. The last six 


trucks and the Guard's van lurched, bumped and stopped. 
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The Guard, safe in his van, Down the Drain 
blew his whistle. Edward, far 
in front, didn't hear it, and China clay is not quarried, 
hurried on without realising soñamos ase UN WWA WI 
what had happened. washed out of the ground WN Y . 
But Trevor was closer to the with strong hoses. Then the AIN y 
Guard's van than Edward. He mixture of clay and water has _=Ñ 
heard the whistle, and looked | to settle and be dried before 
back to see the trucks lying at strange angles. Bill and Ben can take it away. 
“Peep pip pip peeeeceep, peep pip pip peceep!” he whistled in horror. Part of the line which the 
“Stop, Edward, stop!” Twins use to reach the china clay workings runs near the sea. There is a 
Bd wardibeard that: | hollow in the land just here which often floods after heavy rain. Local 
“It's Trevor!” he cried anxiously. “What's wrong?” people called this hollow the “Drain”. 
“Wed better stop and see,” said his Driver. The autumn gales which had brought down the farmer's tree for Trevor 
The Fireman climbed on to the tender. | to cut up were also causing rough seas and high tides. When rain came too, 
“Phew!” he exclaimed. “Look — it's not Trevor, it's us!” | the engine crews looked gloomy. 
The Guard went to protect the train, the Fireman went to the farmhouse | SS NO 7 “A really high tide now,” 
to telephone for help, and the breakdown gang soon cleared the line. That valore Dies eel 
y 


evening the Fat Controller came to see Trevor. make real trouble at the 


“Thank you, Trevor,” he “Drain'.” 
said. “T've heard about your But though pools of water 
boiler, and because you saved lay on either side of the line, 


a nasty situation, you're to go they grew no larger. Bill and 


to my Works to be mended. Ben puffed happily to and fro, 
Would you like that?” 
“Oh, Sir,” said Trevor. 


“Thank you.” 


replacing loaded “hoods' with empty ones. They forgot about the Drain". 
Then the rain began again, and the wind strengthened. As the engines 


went to the claypits that morning their Drivers noticed that the water 
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in the “Drain' was rising. 
While Bill arranged the 
empty trucks, Ben prepared to 
leave with a train of full ones. 
At the “Drain” he found that 
the water was level with the 


top of the rails. 


“Come on,” said Ben 
bravely. “We must get through, if only to get help for Bill.” 

“Go back, go back,” the wind seemed to shriek. 

Ben took no notice. He was halfway over when the rising tide, whipped 
into a huge wave by the wind, swept across the line. 

“Oof!” spluttered Ben as water crashed against his side. “Help!” 

With a hiss the water 
reached his fire. 

“Quick, Ben,” urged his 
Driver, but it was too late. 
With a despairing gasp Ben 
stopped. He was stranded in 
the middle of the “Drain”, with 
seawater lapping his wheels. 


The Fireman set off to find help. 


“Keep on the sleepers,” advised the Driver. “We don't want you swamped 


as well 


The water reached the Fireman's waist, but he struggled on. At last, cold 


and soaking, he reached the Yard. Thomas was there, wondering where his 
trucks were. 
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His Driver wasted no time. 

“Ben must be rescued,” he 
said. “We need a steel cable, 
a pair of waders and some 
determination.” 

“Yes,” said Thomas 


doubtfully. He understood 


the cable, but he wasn't sure 
about determination and didn't even know what waders were. 

Thomas stopped at the water's edge. His Fireman put on the waders, and 
set out, carrying the end of the cable. 

Ben was delighted to see him. The Fireman fastened the cable-end to 
Ben's front coupling. Then he uncoupled the trucks, so that Bill, who had 
come up behind, could pull them clear. 

“Right,” he said as he joined Ben's Driver in the cab. “Let's go.” 

Poor Ben had no steam left to whistle, so the Driver and Fireman waved 
to show Thomas they were ready. 

Carefully Thomas took the strain. 

Slowly, with water cascading all round him, Ben came out of the “Drain”. 
Once he was clear, Thomas 
was properly coupled to him, 
and helped him back to his 
Shed. 

“Thank you Thomas,” said 
Ben gratefully, and his eyes 
twinkled for the first time in 


several hours. 
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lt was four days before the 
water in the Drain” subsided. 
When Bill reached home, 
both twins agreed chat 1t 
would be ungrateful of them 


ever to tease Thomas again. 
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Jock the New Engine 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with ¡illustrations by 
CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

The Arlesdale Railway is a narrow-gauge line which 
runs inland along a beautiful valley. It starts at the 
terminus of Duck's branch line, and Duck and Oliver 
bring many visitors. So many, in fact, that Rex, Bert and 
Mike found that they couldn't carry them all on their 
own. And that is why Jock was built. I like Jock — I hope 


you will too. 
THE AUTHOR 


 — 
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We Need Another Engine 


Rex, Bert and Mike, the 
Small Railway Engines, were 
excited. The Thin Clergyman 
had written a book about 
them, and today it was going 
to be published. 


“Am l in it?” asked Frank. 


He was a diesel, and inclined 
to be grumpy with the other engines. 

The Small Controller shook his head. 

“I'm sorry,” he said. “You weren't here when che Thin Clergyman wrote 
ic, 'm afraid, so he didn't know about you.” 

Frank was cross. When his Driver came to start him the next day, he 


refused to go. 


“Tes not fair,” Frank grumbled. “Why can't 1 be in a book like the others?” 


“Cheer up,” said his Driver. “It's only a book!” 

“It's got pictures, hasn't ic,” muttered Frank. “I'm not in them either, 
I suppose.” 

“Come on, Frank,” said his 
Driver, losing patience. “It's 
teamwork that counts on a 
railway, not books.” He pressed 
the starter button again. 

“Don't care,” growled Frank, 


and started suddenly. 


MI 
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He jerked forward. Before his Driver could scop him, Frank hit the wall 


at the back of the shed. 

Erank was unhurt, but 
one of the shed supports was 
cracked. He was sorry at once, 
and even sorrier when he 
realised that the Small 
Controller had just come 


into the shed. The Small 


Controller was cross, and 
ordered Frank out to work while he made sure that the shed was safe. 

That afternoon, Rex left the bottom station with a heavy train. As they 
climbed the first hill, his Driver watched the steam gauge anxiously. 

“We've got a steam leak somewhere,” he said. 

They stopped in a loop to 
let Mike pass. That helped, 
but Rex was exhausted when 
they reached the Green. He 
hardly noticed Frank, 
working in the siding. 

“I chink we can make it to 
the top,” urged his Driver. 

But they didn't. They had to stop in the next loop, and the Driver 
switched on his radio-telephone. Engines on the Small Railway are now 
fitted with radio-telephones. Their Drivers can talk to Control, who can then 

e sure that che trains run safely. 
Rex's steampipe is leaking badly,” reported the Driver to Control. 
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“We're all right on our own, but the train is too much for us. Can you 


help, please?” 
“We'll get you out somehow,” said Control. “Don't go away.” 


“Very funny,” muttered Rex. 
“Chance would be a fine thing.” 

“Overworked, that's what we 
are,” Bert sympathised, as he 
passed with a down train. 
“We need another engine.” 

About ten minutes later 


Rex heard a cheerful toot from 


behind, and Frank rumbled through the loop. 

“Wonderful things, these radios,” said Frank. “Control says you need 
help, so T'm to take the train and let you go home alone. Teamwork, my 
Driver calls it.” 

Frank ran ahead and Rex 
was uncoupled and backed 
into the loop. Frank reversed 
on to the train, and, when 
everything was ready, set off 
for the top station. 

Rex hurried home, and his 
Driver set to work to mend 
the broken steampipe. The job took a long time. 

“If only we had a spare engine,” grumbled the Driver. 

At the top station Frank's Driver apologised to the passengers 


late, but they didn't mind. 
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“You put things right very 
well,” they said. “We were 
expecting a walk home.” 

The Small Controller was 
pleased too. 

“Well done, Frank,” he 


said. “And the shed is not 


badly damaged either, so we'll 
say no more about it.” 
But he was thoughtful as he went back to his office. 


“Frank shouldn't have to do rescue acts,” he said to himself. “We do need 


another engine.” 
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Sticking-Power 


Thr holiday season was drawing to a close. lt had been a busy year, and 


Bert was feeling unwell. 


Rex and Mike were unsympathetic. 


“Poor old Bert,” they said 
to each other. “What a shame 
he's out of puff. No stamina, 
these youngsters. What you 
need, Bert,” Mike went on, 


“is determination and 


BNDARIa ra 


sticking-power.” 


“Sticking-power be blowed. 
I might have known P'd get no sympathy from you two,” grumbled Bert. 

“I can't get my breath properly,” Bert complained to his fitter. 

“You need new tubes,” the fitter said, “but we can't spare you at present. 
Keep going, and we'll give you a new set during the winter.” He paused 
and looked over his shoulder. “Keep it under your dome,” he said quietly, 
“but I did hear rumours about a new engine. We need one, because ¡if any 
of you three failed we'd really 
be in trouble.” 

He gave Bert's tubes a good 
clean. This helped a little, 
but Bert soon felt poorly again. 

Bert did his best, and one 
afternoon he reached the top 


station feeling very pleased 
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with himself. His train was 
full, yet he had lost only a few 
minutes on the journey. 

His Driver put him onto 
the turntable and he ran 
eagerly round his coaches. 


“That gives me time for a 


good breather before we go 
down again,” he said to himself. 

He simmered happily as he waited for the Guard to blow his whistle and 
wave his green flag. 

There was a hill near the station. Bert knew that once he was over it he 
could run home without losing time. 

At last the Guard waved 
his flag. 

“Come on,” puffed Bert. 
“Come on, come on, 
come ... Oh!” Suddenly there 
was a jerk and everything 
seemed easy. Bert's Driver 


looked back. 


Whoa,” he groaned. “Back we go! We've left our train behind.” 

The Guard met them. 

“The tender coupling's broken,” he said. “We'll just have to stick around 
until someone can bring up a spare.” 

“Stick around!” grumbled Bert crossly. “I know what Rex and Mike will 


say about sticking!” 
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His Driver looked at him. 

“Hey!” he exclaimed. 
“You've given me an idea.” 

He disappeared into the 
station shop, and returned 
carrying a small box. 


“Glue,” he explained. “It's 


supposed to stick anything.” 

“Even trains?” snorted Bert disbelievingly. His Driver ignored him and 
set to work. 

“Now I've heard everything,” mutrered Bert. Then an idea came to him, 
and he smiled. 

“That'll stop their teasing,” he said to himself. 

At last the job was done. 

“There's no hurry,” said Bert's Driver. “We'll take it steadily and make 
sure the passengers get home. The Guard has told them what has happened, 
and they say they don't mind being late.” 

The hill near the station was the difficult part. Gently, carefully, Bert 
eased the train over it. After that, though he took care, it was with growing 
confidence that he trundled 
the train home. 

The passengers all gave him 
three cheers. 

When Rex and Mike came 
into the shed that evening 
they looked tired. 

“Phew!” remarked Mike. 
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“Thank goodness we're not as busy as that every day.” 

Bert grinned. 

“Sorry you're tired,” he said brighely. “I thought you older engines had 
sticking-power. What you need 
is... and he told them about 
his adventure with the glue. 

“So that's sticking-power,” 
he finished. “Never mind — 
some of us have ít and some 


of us don't. Goodnight.” And 


he went happily to sleep. 
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“Do you know what 1 
think?” asked Bert one 
evening, soon after the 
next season began. 
“News to me that you 
could, Bert,” said Mike 


cheekily. 


“I suppose it would be,” 
retorted the blue engine, “never having done any thinking yourself.” 

Rex chuckled, and he and Mike waited. 

“Well, go on,” prompted Mike at last. “Aren't you going to impress us 
with your thoughts after all?” He winked at Rex. 

“Something,” Bert announced, “is going on in the workshop.” 

“Work?” suggested Rex innocently. 

Bert took no notice. 

“I think,” went on Bert, 
“chat the men are building 
something. I was waiting at 
the platform yesterday and 
the workshop door was open. 
I couldn't see much, but there 
was something on the floor 
inside. It looked like a boiler.” 

“Is that all?” said Rex. He sounded disappointed. 


“Probably a spare for one of us,” said Mike. 
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“I don't think so,” argued Bert. “There were wheels as well. What I think...” 
— he paused dramatically —“. ... is that they're building a new engine.” 
“My fitter said he'd heard a rumour,” added Bert. 


Three Small Engines looked hopefully at each other. 


“About time, too,” said Rex. 


“What's the new engine's 
name?” Mike asked his Driver 
the next morning. 

“How did you know about 
the new engine?” the Driver 
asked. “It's supposed to be 
a secret.” 

They told him. 

“I don't think the Small Controller has chosen a name yet,” he said, and 
laughed. “When he does P'11 let you know.” 

But a few weeks later, when the new engine came out of the workshop 
for tests, the Small Controller had still not decided on a name. 

“How odd,” remarked Mike, looking with interest at the new engine's 
square windows and square-topped dome. 

“And what a funny colour,” 
put in Rex. 

No, it's not,” said Bert. 

“T like it.” 
The new engine smiled. 
“So do 1,” he said. “My 


Driver says it will be different 


in the end — this is something 
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he calls an undercoat.” 
Douglas and Duck came to 
look too. Douglas had just 
brought some empty ballast 
trucks along the branch line: 
he and Duck watched with 


interest as the new engine was 


put through his paces. 

“He puts me in mind of ma days in Scotland,” Douglas remarked. “Some o' 
the engines up in the Highlands were yon colour. Jocks, we used to call them.” 

“Jocks?” asked the new engine, stopping nearby. 

“Aye,” agreed Douglas. “No' a bad name for yoursel', eh, Jock?” 

The Small Controller was delighted. 

“Well done, Douglas,” he said, and turned to the new engine. “What do 
you think?” he asked. “It means you'd have to keep your colour too, to give 
the name some point. Would you mind?” 

“Not a bit, Sir,” said the new engine. “I like the colour, and the name 
would suit me fine.” 

“Excellent,” said the Small 
Controller. That's settled then. 
Thank you, Douglas — a 
splendid idea.” 

And Douglas puffed away, 
well satisfied with his 


morning's work. 
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Teamwork 


Auz the tests on Jock went 
without a hitch, and when the 
holiday months came, the new 
engine had already proved his 
value. He was stronger than 
the others, and people even 
came to the railway especially 
to see him. Unfortunately this 
went to his smokebox, and he became rather cocky. 

One day Jock was alone at the bottom station. Á container of sleepers 
arrived, but the lorry could not get into the yard. 

“Now what?” demanded the lorry driver, scrarching his head. 

“No problem,” said the Small Controller. “Just arrange the trailer astride 
che rails, and leave it. Jock will do the rest.” 

SERE A cable was fastened 
between Jock's tender and the 
trailer, and, puffing hard, Jock 
pulled the trailer into the Yard. 

“Road or rail, what do 1 
care,” Jock boasted in the shed 
char night. The engines 


looked at each other in dismay. 


Next day, Mike was waiting at the platform to take a train up the line, 
when he saw Jock backing down towards him. 


“What's this?” he asked as Jock was coupled on. “I can manage. 
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“The Small Controller wants me to help,” said Jock importantly. “The 
party on the train has asked to see me specially.” 

“Oh has it?” said Mike. “Well, make sure you don't leave me to push you 
as well as pull the train.” 

That gave Mike an idea. He 
whispered to his Driver, who 
grinned and nodded. 

NVe'll do it after the 
Green,” he said. 

So when they restarted from 
the Green, he gradually cut 
off steam... 

Now the whole weight of the train, with Mike as well, pulled on Jock's 
coupling. Smoke and steam shot high in the air as he had to work extra 
hard to keep moving. 

Jock's Driver glanced back. 
When he saw Mike grinning 
he realised what was going on. 

“Feeling tired, Mike?” 
asked Jock at the top station. 

“You were enjoying 


yourself,” Mike grinned. “1 


didn't want to spoil your fun.” 
“Ah,” said Jock. “I wondered if perhaps I was going too fast for you... -” 
“Too fast!” spluttered Mike. “You wait!” 

But Jock didn't wait. He chuckled, and ran quickly away so that Mike 


could have his turn on the “table”. 
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Mike was still cross when it 
was time to leave, and started 
ata great pace. 

“Steady,” said his Driver. 
“We're not racing anyone.” 

“That's what you think,” 


muttered Mike. 


They stopped at the Green. 
Mike's Driver tried to let water into the boiler, but the injector wouldn't work. 

“Quch,” squeaked Mike. “Give me a drink quickly, please — 1 think P'm 
going to burst.” 

“Your injector has failed,” 
explained the Driver, turning 
to his radio-telephone. “Now 
Jock will have to pull us home.” 

“What!” spluttered Mike, 
but there was no other way. 


Mike's fire was put out, Jock 


moved to the front of the 
train, and in the end little time was lost. Duck, warned by Control, was 
waiting for any passengers who wanted to go to the Big Station. 

Mike went to the shed to be mended and was feeling better by the time 
the others arrived. 

“Tm sorry 1 made you do all the work this morning,” Mike apologised 
when Jock came in. “Thank you for bringing me home.” 

“That's all right,” said Jock. “I'm sorry too. It's silly trying to get the 


better of each other. If T hadn't teased you perhaps your injector wouldn't 
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have failed. It taught me 


a lesson. On a rai ie 
ñ na railway Its THE RAILWAY SERIES NO. 3 


teamwork that counts.” Th d th 
romas and the 


Great Railivcay Show 


The other three Small 
Engines agreed, and, looking 
at them, Jock was glad that he 


was one of the team. 
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with illustraions by 
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FOREWORD 


DEAR FRIENDS, 


Henry, Gordon and James have been grumpy lately. 


They were jealous because Thomas had been asked to 


visit the National Railway Museum in York. The Fat 
Controller was afraid that they would go on strike, but 
they didn't. 

“If Thomas wants to be a museum-piece,” they said to 
each other, “what's that to do with us?” 

Meanwhile Thomas was enjoying himself. 1 hope you 
will enjoy reading about how he did so. 
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Museum-Piece 


“I don't believe 1t,” muttered 
Gordon furiously. “What's 
Thomas got that an important 
engine like me hasn't, tell me 
that? Gallivanting off to 
museums — bah!” 


“He is old,” said James. “If 


the Fat Controller says he can 
be a museum-piece, why should we worry?” 

“T's not fair, though,” grumbled Henry. For a chance like this he wouldn't 
have minded being a museum-piece himself. 

The jealous engines all 
ignored Thomas when they 
saw him at the Junction. 
Thomas didn't care — he was 
too excited. 

“Why me?” Thomas asked 
Percy and Toby. “Fancy the 
National Railway Museum 
people at — where is it? — York, wanting me to go there. They've never even 
seen me.” 

“Yes, they have,” said Percy. 

“On television,” added Toby. “The Fat Controller told us about it.” 

He and Percy wanted to go with Thomas, but they knew that someone 


had to stay and run the branch line while he was away. 
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“How much longer till we go?” Thomas asked his Driver every morning. 

“One day less than when 
you asked before,” laughed 
his Driver. “Anyone would 
think you wanted to be a 
museum-piece.” 

Thomas grinned. 

“Gordon, Henry and James 
are just jealous,” he chuckled. 
“Who else is at this museum? Is Flying Scotsman there, or Duck's friend, 
City of Truro?” 

“We shall have to wait and see,” said the Fireman. “P'll be very surprised 
if there isn't someone there you can remember from the old days.” 

And that, of course, made Thomas more excited than ever. 

At last the day came. A large crowd came to the Junction to see Thomas 
off, and the Fat Controller was there too. 

“Goodbye, Thomas,” he 
said. “Enjoy yourself and be 
a credit to Our Railway.” 

Everyone gave three cheers, 
and Thomas set off. 

They ran across the Island 


and over the bridge leading 


to the Other Railway. It was a 
slow journey, but at last they reached a place Thomas's Driver called 
Carnforth, where they rested for the night in a big shed. 


Next day, they went on. At Skipton Thomas stopped for a drink 
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and to let a goods train overtake him. While they waited it began to rain. 

In a signalbox a litele way ahead the Signalman opened his level-crossing 
gates for Thomas, and set his signals to “clear”. 

Suddenly he heard a crack 
and then a rattle from the 
level-crossing. The lock on 
a gate had broken, and the 
wind was swinging the gate 
across the rails. Steam 


appeared above the trees 


as Thomas drew near. 

“Wow!” exclaimed the Signalman, and quickly resetting the signal to 
danger, he ran to mend the gate. 

Thomas had never felt happier. His fire was bright, and even the rain 
didn't depress him. They neared a signal. Its arm was up, showing that the 
line ahead was clear. 

“Away we go, away we go,” puffed Thomas happily. 

He was just passing the signal when he heard a clang, as the signal arm 
fell to danger. 

“W/hoa, Thomas!” cried the 
Driver, and put the brakes 
hard on. 

"What ... 2” Thomas began. 
But then he saw, just ahead, 

a heavy level-crossing gate 
swinging towards him across 


che line. The Signalman tried 
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to stop it, but the gate was wet, 
and it slipped out of his hand. 
“Oooer,” groaned Thomas 
as he skidded along the rails. 
“Help — 1 must stop!” 
But the rain had made the 


rails slippery, and he couldn't. 


He slithered helplessly along, 


and was still moving when he reached the level-crossing. 

With a loud crack, the gate broke against his bufferbeam. 

“Ouch,” said Thomas, and stopped. 

The Signalman ran to his telephone, and then directed Thomas into a 
siding, where an Inspector examined him. His bufferbeam was bent, and 
one of his buffers was broken. 

“You can't go on like that,” 
said the Inspector. “Not on 
the railway, anyhow.” 

“But I'm supposed to be in 
York tomorrow,” wailed Thomas. 

“I know that,” said the 
Inspector. “Never mind — 
leave it to me, and T'Il see what can be done.” 


And with that, Thomas had to be content. 


—145— 


UN 


<— THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: ThE NEW COLLECTION A 


Not the Ticket 


“Thomas had to stay in the 
siding for the rest of the day. 
His fire went out and he grew 
colder and colder. The rain 
fell more heavily, and what 
had begun as a splendid day 


began to turn into a disaster, 


“I wish Í was in my nice 
warm shed,” he said to himself miserably. 

At last the Inspector returned. 

“Cheer up, Thomas,” he said. “You'll be at the museum tomorrow, and 
they have promised to mend your front end in their workshop.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” said Thomas, “but if I can't run on rails, how can Í 
get there?” 

“It's all fixed,” replied the Inspector. “A lorry is coming for you tomorrow.” 

Thomas was horrified. 

“Al...1...lorry?” he stammered. 

“That's right,” said the 
Inspector. “It'11 be here at 
eight o'clock sharp.” 

Thomas slept badly that 
night. He kept wondering 
what Gordon, Henry and 
James would say ¡f they knew 


he had finished his journey 
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on a lorry. He almost thought 
he could hear them laughing. 
Next morning, the Driver 
and Firemen came early. A 
diesel shunter came to push 
Thomas out of his siding and 


along towards the road, where 


they found the lorry waiting. 
A steel cable was fastened to his coupling, the lorry-driver started a winch, 
and in no time at all, it seemed, Thomas was perched on the lorry. 

“How undignified,” he thought, but he found as they went along that he 
had a marvellous view of the countryside and time to enjoy it, too. 

But Thomas soon began to feel bored. At last, houses began to appear on 
either side of the road. 

“Perhaps this is York,” thought Thomas hopefully. 

It was, but the Driver was unsure of his way. He parked the lorry and 
went to find a telephone. 

A man wearing a flat- 
topped cap with a yellow band 
around it came up to Thomas. 

“Hullo,” said Thomas. 

“Humph!” said the man. 
He wrote something in his 
notebook and went round 
to the front of the lorry. 
When the lorry-driver came back Thomas heard him say something, then 


slam the cab-door crossly. 
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Soon they reached a large 
building with rails running 
into it. Thomas was unloaded, 
and the lorry drove away. 
Thomas looked about him: 
he had arrived. 

When his Driver and 


Fireman came, Thomas told 


chem about the man with the flat cap. They laughed loudly. 


“How do you do it, Thomas?” spluttered the Driver when he could speak. 


“That will make the Fat Controller's day — Thomas booked for parking!” 
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Trouble on the Line 


T IE museum people were as 
good as their word. Thomas 
went at once into the 
workshop, where his 
bufferbeam was soon 
straightened and a new buffer 
bolted on. 

In the workshop was a green 
engine like Flying Scotsman, but smaller. He was called Green Arrow. 

“My brothers and 1 were built to run fast goods trains,” he said, “but we 
did it so well that they let us pull expresses too, in the end. Now 'm the 
only one of my sort left.” 

Green Arrow was so friendly that when Thomas was mended he was sorry 
to leave him. But back at the Great Railway Show he was thrilled to see, 
instead, one of Stepney's brothers, Boxhill, an engine he remembered from 
the old days. 

Thomas was moved to a special position. 

“There's no doubt about 
1t,” said his Driver. “You're 
a star attraction.” 

“Is that being a credit to 
the Fat Controller?” asked 
Thomas. He was anxious to 
make up for the parking ticket. 


One morning Thomas's 
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Driver arrived in great 
excitement. 

“We're to give rides on the 
demonstration line,” he said. 
Thomas was delighted. 

The three demonstration 


lines were different sizes. One 


was narrower than Thomas's 
and the third was used by a very wide engine called Iron Duke. 

“This is Broad Gauge”,” he explained. “The Great Western Railway used 
it until about a hundred years ago.” 

Thomas wondered if Duck knew about “Broad Gauge'. 

“It would be nice to tell him something about the Great Western,” 


he thought. 


The engines had to take y AR 


great care because of the many 
visitors. Thomas was anxio0us 
— some people were not as 
careful as they should have been. 

Thomas had never seen 
such crowds. “We must watch 
out,” he told his Driver. “What 
would happen if a child got on to the line?” 

“Don't you worry, Thomas,” replied the Driver. “There are plenty of good 
strong barriers, and we'll take care.” 

Burt Thomas did worry. 


He was afraid that in an emergency he might not be able to stop soon enough. 
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Next morning, Thomas felt better. The sun was shining and he was 
looking forward to talking to Iron Duke again. 

He chuntered happily backwards and forwards along the demonstration 
line all day. Then, nearly at closing time, it happened. 

Thomas saw something fly 
chrough the air and land on 
the rails in front of him. His 
Driver saw it too — he put the 
brakes hard on. 

“Peep pip peep peeeeep,” 


whistled Thomas in alarm. “I 


must stop, 1 must!” 

Thomas shuddered to a halt, and a great cloud of steam wheeshed noisily 
from his cylinder cocks. But he couldn't stop before he hit the bundle. It 
burst. Sandwiches and crisps flew in all directions, while pop from a broken 
bottle fizzed over Thomas's wheels. 

In the crowd a child, frightened by the steam, cried loudly. 

“I want to go home, Mummy, 20!” screamed the child. 

“You noisy great engine,” shouted his mother, waving her fist at Thomas. 
“I'm going to see the Manager.” 

“Oh dear,” thought Thomas. 
“That's not the way to be a 
credit to the Fat Controller.” 

“You did very well,” his 
Driver comforted. “What a 
relief it was only a lunch pack 


and not a child on the line.” 
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The Fireman was inspecting 
Thomas. 

“Hey, look at this!” he called. 

The Driver went to see. 

“You damaged your brakes 
when you stopped suddenly,” 
he told Thomas. “No more 


work until they're fixed, 'm 


afraid. Never mind — if the people here today have learned that engines 


can't stop at once, that's a good thing.” 


Thomas hoped they had. 
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Thomas and the Railtour 


Thur engines were excited. 
There were to be some special 
railtours to the seaside, and no 
one knew which engine would 
be chosen to pull them. 

“It ought to be me,” 
observed Mallard. “After all, 
that seaside place helped to 


pay for my repairs.” 


The others thought someone else should have a chance. 


Thomas knew he would not be chosen, but he enjoyed listening to the 


others arguing. He was pleased, in the end, when it was decided to give the 


trips to Green Árrow. 


When Green Arrow 
returned from the first tour 
he said he had never seen so 
many people. Soon there was 
talk of putting on extra trains, 
but this was not possible. 

“All we can do is add extra 


coaches,” they said. “But then, 


Green Arrow can't pull a train that heavy all on his own.” 


“Of course I can,” he scoffed. “My brothers and Í did, during the War.” 


“Can I help?” asked Thomas. 
The Man in Charge stared. 
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“I don't see why not,” he said. 
In the morning Thomas's 


Fireman arrived early. 


Thomas's fire was lit, and h rm 


while the warmth crept 
through his boiler, the 
Fireman made sure all his 
moving parts were well oiled. 
Behind, Green Arrow was being prepared too, and when they were both 


ready, they set off to find their coaches. 


The Station platform was jammed with an admiring crowd, which didn't 


seem to get any smaller even after a trainload of people were in their seats. 


Thomas was coupled in front. He was pleased: he liked to see where he 
was going. 
e At the seaside station 

Thomas was turned round 

A . ¿A so that he could go in front 
again. After a rest, the 
engines set off once more. 

A ruined abbey stood at a 
place where the line curved 


beside a river. A crowd had 


gathered to wave and cheer, but Thomas wasn't watching them. Looking 
ahead, he had seen something strange. 

“Peep peep, stop, stop!” he whistled in alarm. 

The train was heavy and hard to stop, but they managed it just in time. 


Now everyone was able to see that, in front of Thomas, the rail near the 
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river was lower than the one 
on the other side. 

“The water has undermined 
the embankment,” said the 
Inspector. “P'll go to the 
signalbox and sort things out.” 


Buses came for the 


passengers, but ¡it was late 
before the men decided it would be safe to use the other track. Together, 
the engines pushed the coaches back to a crossover. 

On his own, Thomas slowly crept past the landslip. Then, very carefully, 
Green Arrow pulled the empty coaches by, and together they brought the 
train back to York. 

A few days later, a party 
of important-looking people 
came into the museum. One 
was the Man in Charge, and 
behind him was... the Fat 
Controller. 


“Oh dear,” thought 


Thomas. “They've come to 


take me away for frightening that child.” 


But the Fat Controller was smiling. The Man in Charge held up his hand 
for silence. 

“Thomas,” said the Man in Charge, “Your Controller told us you are a 
Really Useful Engine. He is right. For saving a nasty accident the other day, 


we have decided you should become an honourary member of the National 
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Railway Collection. This 
special plate will remind you 
of your visit to us. Ladies and 
gentlemen, three cheers for 
Thomas the Tank Engine.” 
The noise nearly raised 


che roof. 


“Well done, Thomas,” 


“I knew you would be a credit to Our Railway. 


smiled the Fat Controller. 
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Thomas Comes Home 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

Daisy was most upset when she heard that people were 
saying there were no female engines on the Fat 
Controller's Railway. 

“You must do something about it,” she told me 
indignantly. “There's me and Mavis, and I was in charge 
while Thomas was away at that Great Railway Show, 
wasn't 1?” 

Well, she wasn't really, but would you dare tell her? 
These stories are about what happened before Thomas 
came home. 
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Snow Problem 


WhHiLE Thomas was away 

at York, Percy looked after 
Annie and Clarabel and took 
most of Thomas's trains. Daisy 
ran the fast one, which 
connected with Gordon's 


express at the Junction. This 


made her feel very important. 
“It shows how the Fat Controller depends on me,” she told the others. 
Toby was in charge of the goods trains, and ran down to the Harbour. 
He enjoyed that. His stone trains were dealt with by Mavis, the diesel 
belonging to the Quarry Company. 


One day, snow on the Other rei 


Railway had delayed the train a 
HH! 


from London, so Gordon's 
express was late too. While 
Daisy was waiting for him 
at the Junction, the blizzard 
spread across Sodor. Huge 
white flakes whirled all round, 
and her Driver was worried. 
Daisy wasn't. 
“What fun,” she said to herself. “The other engines don't like snow, but 
I think it's pretty. And Pve got the rails to guide me, so it won't give me 


any trouble.” 
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Her Driver was less confident. 

“Daisy hasn't got the weight 
that a steam engine has,” her 
Driver told the Guard. “She 
can't push her way through, 
and we all know how Thomas 


got stuck, don't we?” 


“He's told us often enough,” 
laughed the Guard. 

At last Gordon arrived, complaining about engines who were frightened 
of a bit of snow. 

“Ir's no problem,” boasted Daisy. “A few flimsy flakes can't stop me.” 

“Quite right,” approved Gordon, “Well done. But 'm late — I haven't 
time to gossip.” 

He puffed importantly away. 

Daisy started confidently, but as they turned towards the valley the sky 
darkened and then was completely blotted out by whirling snowflakes. 


“Ugh!” exclaimed Daisy, as the wind blew them into her face. “I don't 


like this.” 4 
“Neither do 1,” said her 


Driver. “I can't see where ; 
we're going.” 

They stopped at the next 
signalbox and Daisy's Driver 
went to talk to the 


Signalman. He came back 


looking glum. 
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“There are deep drifts 
ahead, I'm afraid” he told 
the passengers. “We can 
get through!” 

“The Signalman says Daisy 
must take you back to the last 


station,” he went on. “We! get 


you home from there somehow” 

“If we're lucky,” the passengers said to themselves. 

They weren't. Before they had gone far Daisy began to feel ill. She 
coughed, hiccuped, and stopped. 

“Help!” she wheezed. “I can't breathe properly.” 

“The snow has blocked your air-intake, I expect,” said her Driver. He 
cleared it, but it was soon clogged again. Daisy could go no further: she felt 
like bursting into tears. 

The Driver got down again, 
and trudged back to the 
signalbox to telephone for help. 

Daisy felt more miserable 
every minute. Even her 
Driver, when he came back, 


couldn't cheer her up. 


“They've promised to rescue 


us,” he said, “but goodness knows how they'11 do it.” 


her, and 


They waited and waited, but no help came. The snow drifted hig 
was soon piled all round Daisy. 


Suddenly she heard a whirring noise from behind. 
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“Oh no!” she thought. 
“Not another blizzard!” 

Daisy was right. It wasn't 
another blizzard — it was 
Harold the helicopter. He 
dropped hot drinks for the 


passengers, and when they 


were feeling better he lifted 
them, one by one, into himself with what Daisy could only describe as a 
sort of chair thing. The passengers went to the airfield, where they were 
looked after until they could reach home. 

Harold couldn't help Daisy. It was a cold, miserable week before Toby 


rescued her. She doesn't think snow is so pretty now. 
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Washout “All's well here, Percy,” said his Driver. “Come on — we've got a timetable 
to keep.” 

Near the end of Thomas's They hurried to the 

branch line there is a small Junction, where Henry was 

station, and, close by, the waiting for them. 

railway crosses a stream on “When is Thomas coming 

a short bridge. As the snow back?” asked Henry. “If he 

melted, the water in the does,” he added. “I shouldn't 

stream rose higher and higher, be surprised if he decides to | 
rushing and swirling in its stay as a museum-piece — he's 


hurry to reach the river at the bottom of the valley. old enough. 


Each time he passed the place, Percy watched the water anxiously. He puffed away, chortling at his own wit. 


“Don't worry,” said his Driver. “It's got to come a lot higher before it can Annie and Clarabel were most upset. Percy had to spend so much time 


stop us.” comforting them that he was late leaving with his next train. 


Percy shivered. He could Percy had his tank refilled with water at the station by the river, and this 


remember the time when he made him later still. 


had been stuck in a flood — he “Never mind,” said his 


had got very cold and very wet. Driver. “We don't need to 


Next morning, Toby came stop at the station near the 


up from the Harbour. stream this trip, so there's 


“No problem with the nothing more to delay us.” 


They reached the stream 


stream,” he said cheerfully. 


“The water is much lower today.” quickly. But as Percy ran on 


“That's good,” said Percy. He set off happily with Annie and Clarabel, to the bridge, he felt it sink 


and when they stopped at the small station Percy looked carefully at che slightly under his wheels. There was an ominous creak — the bridge swayed. 

stream. His Driver went to look too. Toby was right — the water-level was “Don't stop, Percy!” shouted his Driver in alarm, “Keep moving!” 

Alo wen Percy didn't mean to stop, and thar was lucky. Clarabel was the rear coach 
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and as she crossed the bridge Toby"s Megatrain 
it wobbled again. When her 
back wheels left it there was a Tony was delighted to take 
sudden loud crash. The bridge Percy's stone trucks down to 
anses the Harbour. He thought it a 
E OS wonderful treat. Percy could 
loas Oo o not understand why. 
Pero Divea puc cate “Tes only a harbour,” he said. 
brakes and the Fireman ran back to look. All he could see of the bridge “Nothing special.” 


“I like it,” said Toby. “It 


was lying in the middle of the brown, rushing stream. | : 
Anni Clarabel and Percy were badly shaken. The Guard telephoned a reminds me of the old days. 1 worked at a harbour on the Other Railway 
nnie, Clare y y 


— reme 7” 
warning, and then they all went quickly home. The Fat Controller closed I told you — remember: 


l hile the bridge was mended Because Toby had only a small watertank, he always had to refill it at the 
the line while the bridge w: : 


station by the river. 
At first Toby and Percy 


¡oved thei but they “What if we run out of water halfway?” Toby wondered anxiously. 
enjoyed their rest, but they 


bored. W! “We shan't,” said his Driver confidently. 
soon grew bored. When the 

. “But what if the water- 
bridge was repaired, Daisy l breaks d 2” asked 
A column breaks down?” aske 
had recovered from her snowy Tobv. “Th d 

oby. omas warned me 

ordeal too, and things returned y 


about the water from that river.” 
His Driver laughed. 


to normal. 


But for some time afterwards 


Percy was extra careful whenever he crossed the stream in which he ha Don't worry, Toby,” he said. 
“We shan't take you fishing.” 
almost had a bath. 
The Harbour was busy and 
Toby worked hard. Not only did the stone trucks have to be taken down, 
but when they had been unloaded they had to be sent back, often full of 
things brought in by the ships. 
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One day the stone trucks 
from the Quarry didn't come. 
Toby waited in the Yard. 

“Tt's not like Mavis to be 
late,” he said to himself. “] hope 
she hasn't had another accident 


with a lorry that forgot to 


look where it was going.” 

At last the Stationmaster came over. 

“Mavis wasn't well this morning,” he said. “She's better now, and she's on 
her way.” 

And indeed it was not long before, with a cheerful toot, Mavis rumbled 
into the yard. Toby wasted no time in setting off himself. 

At the Harbour, Toby found 
so many trucks waiting to go 
back that there was hardly room 
for what he had brought. 

“Phew!” whistled the 
Driver. “Forty-cight trucks, 


and not all empty, either — 


some megatrain. Two journeys 
really, but we haven't time today. We could leave some and make two trips 
tOMOFrowW .../ 

“Can't we take them all now?” asked Toby. 

The Guard scratched his head, and Toby's crew looked doubtful. 

“We shall be all right,” urged Toby, and so they agreed. 


But Toby had forgotten his small watertank. He had also forgotten that 
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the journey was all uphill. He 


had to work hard, and used so 


much steam that by the time 
they reached the station by 
the river he had very little 
water left. 


His Fireman put in the 


waterpipe and turned the tap. 
Nothing happened. 
“Oh dear,” groaned Toby. “Now what?” 
“You could make it alone,” said his Driver, “but not pulling this load.” 
Then he winked at the Fireman. 


” 


“Well,” the Driver went on, laughing, “I do know somewhere . .. 
“Is it far?” asked Toby. 


“Not really,” he said, and went to see the Signalman, who told him where 


to leave the trucks. Toby pushed them carefully into a siding. Then he was 


uncoupled, and they set off up the line. 


“Where are we going to get water?” he asked. 
“You'll see,” smiled the Driver, and stopped Toby right in the middle of 
the river-bridge. 

“Now,” said the Driver, 
“Where's my bucket?” 

“Ugh!” protested Toby. 
“You promised!” 

His Driver and Fireman 
laughed heartily. 

“We're only pulling your 
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wheels, Toby,” they said at 
last. “We'll go to the top 
station for water, then come 
back for the trucks.” 

When Toby told Percy 
what had happened, Percy 
wanted to help, but his Driver 


reminded him that he had a 


crain of his own to run in a few minutes. 
' said Toby. “PI! follow you down and have those trucks 


“Don't worry," 
back up here in a jiffy. 
And he did, too. 
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Thomas Comes Home 


WokkMEN were mending the 
road near the level-crossing. 
They sectioned off part of it 
with red and white cones, and 
a steamroller chuffered 
importantly. His name was 


George — he was a most 


unpleasant steamroller. 

“Railways are no good,” he grumbled. “Turn 'em into roads.” 

“Nonsense,” said Daisy one day. “No one could reach the villages in the 
valley without our railway.” 

“Pd build a road along your old tracks,” said George. “Nothing to it — 
my mates have done it all over the place.” 

Daisy told Percy and Toby 
what George had said. Toby 
was worried, because he knew 
George was right. 

“The Fat Controller 
wouldn't allow it,” he said. 


But he wasn't convinced. 


Daisy was reassured, but 
she was careful to do nothing to upset George, just in case. 

Then something happened which made them forget all their worries, 
Daisy was at the platform, when the Stationmaster came to talk to her 


Driver. He had a letter in his hand. 
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“Thomas is coming back next week,” he said. 
The engines were delighted, and so, of course, were Annie and Clarabel. 


“The Fat Controller is holding a welcome-home celebration at the 


Junction,” Daisy told George. 


“Lot of nonsense!” he 
snorted. “Makes no difference 
— your railway will be a road 
before long, you'll see!” 

At last everything was 
ready. The engines and 


coaches were to go to the 


Junction, and Daisy was to 
come last with a special train carrying the Stationmasters, Mr and Mrs 
Kyndley, and other important people. 

Daisy set off happily from the top station. She stopped at the station near 
the level-crossing for her last passengers. There was no sign of George, but 
some red and white cones lay 
nearby. Two of them were 
even inside the crossing gates. 

The Guard blew his whistle. 

“Uuuuhooo” tooted Daisy. 
“Away we go,” and she rattled 


towards the level-crossing. 


As she did so, a gust of wind 
blew a cone towards her. It disappeared beneath Daisy's wheels. 
“Quch!” she squealed, and stopped. 


The Guard removed the cone, which was now looking very battered. 
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“Grrrrrr,” groaned Daisy, 
trying to move. “Help, I'm 
stuck!” 

The Driver got down to look. 

“That cone has damaged 
your brakes,” he told her. 


“They 've jammed hard on.” 


“Oh, no,” wailed Daisy. 
“The passengers won't get to Thomas's welcome in time. Why can't that 
stupid George clear his rubbish up properly? I bet he did it on purpose.” 

“Can't be helped, Daisy,” said her Driver. “We'll do what we can.” 

A fitter came, and the men worked hard while Daisy stood and fretted. 

“We're going to miss Thomas, I know we are,” she fumed. 

But at last the job was done, and Daisy set off with a roar. As they neared 
the Junction, Daisy could see a big crowd on the platform. She heard a cheer. 

“Oh dear,” she groaned. “We're too late!” 

“No we're not,” said her 
Driver. “Thomas isn't here yet 
— it's us they're cheering!” 

Just then, the signal arm 
dropped, and a familiar 
whistle sounded in the 
distance. Thomas came into 


the station — he looked tired, 
but he was smiling broadly. He carried the plaque which the National 


Railway Museum had given him. 


“Welcome home, Thomas,” said the Fat Controller. “We are all proud of 


—1711= 


A 


Ah 
po MAL THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE NEW COLLECTION e 
: you, and delighted to see you 
y . safely back — especially Annie 
É 


and Clarabel.” 
Everyone laughed. The Fat 
Controller held up his hand. 
“Three cheers,” he called, 
“for Thomas, our famous tank 


engine — hip, hip...” 
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FOREWORD 

Dear FRIENDS, 

When 1 went to see Henry recently he was moaning 
about not having had a book to himself for ages. 

“Yes,” l agreed. “There's the story about patching up 
your smokebox ...” 

“And the time my wheel broke,” he interrupted. 

“What about when you came out of the Works before 
you'd been properly painted?” I said. 

“You wouldn't... !” he said. 

But I would, and I have. It might teach Henry not to 


try to tell me what to do. 


THE AUTHOR 


